





“« To raise the virtues, animate the bliss, 
“ And sweeten all the toils of human | fe.”—Taomsoy. 
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SOPHIA. 
[ CONTINUED. ] 


«Qh, that the earth would open and 
swallow me up!” cried the almost phren-/ 
sied Sophia; «Will nothing move your 
callous soul? Consider, the dreadful mo-; 
ment will arrive when you must mingle 
with the dust—when all your crimes 
will appar in dreadful array before 
you, ready to sink you into everlasting 
perditien.” 

“Foolish girl, your prayers are vain,” 
said the major, turning from her; “once| 
more I repeat it to you, you are my 
prisoner for life.” 

“Oh! then,” said the agonized and} 
distracted Sophia, “may your prayers 
be equally vain! As you ‘deny mercy to 
me, so may it be denied to you. As you 
have destroyed me, so may eternal per- 
dition 

Sophia edible stopped. 

She sunk into a chair, unable to say 
more. 

The major was deeply affected; he 
attempted to speak, and with difficulty 
articulated,— 

«* You have conquered; you shall 


go.” 
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| * Do not bless me, Sophia,” said the 
major, “ I think I could bear your 
curses better; I deserve them more.— 
‘You shall go, Miss Danton; dear as you 
are to my heart I will not detain you; 
but, as a proof that you do forgive me, 
you must except the note, at the same 
time presenting one for a hundred 
pounds, 

“No, I cannot take ad money— 
my liberty is all I ask; grant me that, 
and I will bless your oding” 

“Your Jiberty you certainly shall 
have, but if you will not condescend to 

take the note, you positively must take 
this direction to my agent—if at any 
time you should be inclined to favor me 
‘with your commands, if it should be in 
my power to do you any service, signi- 
ify but your pleasure in a line directed 
ito me there, and I will fly on the wings 
lof rapture to obey your orders: 
Sophia, anxious to be gone. took the 
paper, and earnestly requested immedi- 
ate p per mission to depart. 

The major then ordered a servant 
go for acoach, which arrived in a few 
minutes, and Sophia, taking her seat in 
the coach, ordered the man to drive to 
‘Mrs. Varrelt’s. 

Mrs. Varrelt was not so much sur- 
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‘‘Shali 2?” exclaimed Sophia, “then! 
may you be happy.” 


pr ised at the disordered appearance of 
our heroine as might have been expert 
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lis THE INQUISITOR. 


ed, This woman, by no means a no-||Manchester-square early the following 


vice in the arts of intrigue, had not for- 
got that a second Highland dress had 
been ordered, by a gentleman who had 
with a handsome sum purchased her 
silence on the subject; she also recol- 
lected that he had dressed there the pre- 
ceding night in two different dresses, 
anil when Mr. Douglas came to the 
house in the greatest agitation, at about 
one in the morning inquiring for his 
fost companion, she could easily have 
explained the whole story; but fond o, 
intrigue, she only wondered what could 
have become of the lady. To this wo- 
man (who, under the disguise of keep- 
ing a masquerade warehouse, carried 
on a most infamous traffic) did the im- 
prudent and ill-fated sophia, disclose, 
without reserve, the wretched tale of 
her undoing. The woman pitied her. 

“I will give you the best advice in my 
power, my dear miss.” 

The coffee was ordered, and Sophia, 
with the assistance of her new friend, 
changed the Spanish dress for her own; 
fanguor and stupor now took place of 
the high raised passions which had so 
lately agitated her soul; Mrs. Varrelt 
saw the change, and almost compelled 
her to drink a glass of water made 
strong with sal volatile. 

The coffee now coming in, Sophia, 
after taking a cup, could again consider 
what should be done to conceal her dis- 
grace. By the advice of Mrs. Varrelt, 
she wrote anoteto Mr. Douglas, as 
from her mother’s, inferming him that 
being terrified by the strange behaviour 
of a masque who came into the coffee- 
reoin almost the noment he quitted it. 


morning. 

This letter, by the prudential care of 
Mrs. Varrelt, was put into the nearest 
post-office to Mrs. Danton’s house, that 
the post-mark without might corrobo. 


rate the intelligence conveyed within: in 4s 


two hours it arrived, at the very time | 


that Mr. Douglas was having a private 
conference with Mrs. Varrelt, and con. 


sulting her on the means of discovering 
the lost lady Many and various were 
the plans suggested by that woman, who 
by that means contrived to detain him 
till the letter came, which on receiving 
he tore open with impatience; having 
read its contents; then telling Mrs. Var- 
relt that the note was from the lady, who 
was well and with her mother, he bade 
her good morning. 

Mrs. Varrelt hastened to Sophia, who 
was suffering all the horrors of suspence 
and apprehension. 

The stupifying effects of the potion 
Sophia had taken now compelled her to 
filow the advice of Mrs. Varrelt and 
retire to bed, where the sense of her 
in.sfortunes was soon lost in insepsibility, 

The next morning our heroine awoke 
at an early hour; her head was now 
clear, but dreadful was the anguish she 
felt at her heart. Her reputation and 
honour were destroyed by the machina- 
tions of a villa.n, who from the first hour 
of his seeing her must have marked her 
for his prey: a knife lay on the table, 
she seized it with the intention of 
stabbing herself; but in the moment of 
desperation, when it was already raised 
to give the fatal blow, she thought of 
eternity. She thought and trembled. The 


she left it also, she had with much dif-||knife dropped from her hand, and she 
ficulty found her way tothe door, andjjsat in silent and unutterable anguish 
had prevailed on one of the door-keepers|till the entrance of Mrs. Varrelt with 
to get her acoach, into which she putibreakfast roused her from the reverie 
herself, and drove immediately to herjinto which she had fallen, and made 
mother’s, to whom she had erence her try tv collect her scattered senses. 





the whole affair, with the only difference] “ Come, my dear Miss,” said Mrs. 
of being with a female friend instead of] Varrelt, “ take your breakfast, and do 
agentleman; that her mother, thoughitry tolook a little cheerful; you must 





angry, had forgiven her. She conciudedjsoon think of going to Manchester 
her letter by saying that she would be in square.’ 
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Vit will hasten my death; for Lam sure I 
jshall not live long.” 





THE INQUISITOR, 


«“ Qh, no!” said Sophia, “ never shall 
I dare to go there again. I will go to 
my mother and tell her all that has hap- 
pened. Ifshe forgives me, it will com- 
fort my dying moments; if she does not, 


« Keep the whole affair secret, as we 
settled it yesterday,” replied the artful 
woman. “Mr. Douglas does not seem 
tosuspect you, so I would certainly ad- 
vise you to go back again, look as cheer- 
ful as you can, and 1 hope nothing fur- 
ther will come of it: but, whatever may 
happen, you may depend on always 
finding me a sincere friend.” 

Sophia returned her grateful thanks; 
for the proffered friendship of Mrs.Var- 
relt; she endeavored to do justice t: the 
breakfast, and tried to think herself not, 
quite so miserable as she had supposed.| 
At length, with a heavy heart, she be-! 
gan to prepare for her departure. Al 
coach was sent for, and Sophia, being 
well fortified with spirits of lavender. 
took leave of her new and disinterested: 
friend, and drove to Manchester square. | 
On her arrival, she found that lady Lou-! 
isa andl Miss Douglas were gone to an 
auction, and Mr Douglas, Bruton in- 
fumed her, went out of town that morn- 
ing, and would not return till the follow-| 
ing Monday. A short reprieve seemed, 
granted her; she restrained her tears, 
and awaited with a forced composure 
the return of lady Louisa, who came in’ 
less than an hour, and greeted our he-! 
roine with kind inquiries for the health 
ofher mother, and expressions of c: n- 
cern at seeing her Jock so paie. Sophia 
replied, that she had been a little fa- 
tigued, but hoped a night’s rest would 
entirely reinstate her. 

( To be continued. ) 











—— 


THE INQUISITOR. 
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GRIEF, 
When grief subsides, it then and no 
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cause complaining is an effort to disbur- 
den the mind of its distress. The obser- 
vation is finely illustrated by a story 
which Herodotus records. Cambyses, 
when he conquered Egypt, made Psam- 
menitus the King prisoner; and for try- 
ing his constancy, ordered his daughter 
to be dressed in the habit of a slave,and 
to be employed in bringing water from 
the river; his son also was led to execu- 
tion with a halter about his neck. The 
Egyptians vented their sorrow in tears 
and lamentations. Psammenitus, only, 
with a downcast eye, remained silent.— 
Afterward meeting one of his compan- 
ions, a man advanced in years, who, 
being plundered of all, was begging 
alms, he wept bitterly, calling him by 
his name. Cambyses, struck with won- 
der, demanded an answer to the follow- 
ing question: “ Psammenitus thy master, 
Cambyses, is desirous to know, why, 
after thou hadst seen thy daughter so 
ignominiously treated, and thy sén led 
to execution, without exclaiming or weep» 
ing, thou shouldst be so highly concern- 
ed for a poor man, no way related to 
thee?” Psammenitus returned the follow- 
ing answer: ‘Son of Cyrus, the calami- 
ties of my family are too great to leave 
me the power of weeping; but the mis- 
fortunes of a companion, reduced in his 
old age to want of bread, is a fit subject 
for lamentation.” 

Gricef.—Cicero says, the cause of grief 
is not in the nature of the thing, but in 
our opinion only, 

Fontenelle at the age of 97, after say- 
ing many amiable and gallant things to 
the young and beautiful Madame Helve- 
tius, passed before her, without percei- 
ving her, in order to place himself at 
table. “See,” said Madame Heivetius, 
‘how I oughtto value your gallantries; 
you pass before me without looking at 
me.” “Madam,” said the old man, “if 
I had looked at you, I could not have 
passed.” 





Envy is like a sore eye, that cannot 








sdoner finds a tongue: we complain, be-fbear a bright object. 
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EPILOGUE 
From the new Comedy of 4 ” Word to the La- 
dies.”’—shoken in the Character of Lord Og! - 
by ond Canton 
L. Og , Fair Ladies, by your leave—the ga 
old beau 
Your mothers cherished fifty years ago, 
Your magic smiles, not less by him adored, 
‘Yo life and tavour have again restored. 
But what an age is yours? Where’er I turn, 
Beings whose very names I’ve yet to learn, 
For-e me. so novel is my situation 
To sed old CANTON out for information. 
CANTON! 





[Cantor enters] 

Canton ~= mi Lor! 

L. Ogi. peace, Sir—no racket! 
What's that old Lady in the riding jacket, 
Looking at me with supercilious grin, 

Tw ddiing her locks and propping ub her chin, 

In Turkssh petticoats, all spick and span? 

Canton Ob davoid Lady is young gentleman. 
L. Ogl. You blind old puppy—Geatlema:)! 
absurd! 

Why, :0ou’se forgot the meaning of the Word 

Pu! on your glasses look agvin and see, 

{s that strange animal a bit like me? 

Are my legs moffled up, as if grown bandy; 
Canten. my lor; !«t gentleman is called de dandy) 

You make de creature weep— 

L. Ogi Weep. Canton! why; 

Canton. Your Lordship’s fashion now is quite 

go by. 

L. Ogt. Gone by, indeed! my style’s then voted 

scurvey— 
Scou ed-men. manners, ail turned tepsy turves 
if that seme sampie represents the whole, 





THE INQUISITOR, 


To the Editor of the Inquisitor. 
SIR, et 
I have o ten been induced to thnk that hus. 
bands should keep up a spiri: of gallantry in their 
behaviour to their wives. They shoud even 
dress for them wit!i as much attention as when 
they were lovers. Chastity is no preservative 
against disgust, and though tke virtues of a hus, 
band alone may secure the fidelity of a wife! 
hi> attention only can secure ber love. How faint, 
how indelicate an obligation is mere duty ! U-~it. 
-d wih affection, the marriage-knot, like the 
louble tenes in music, gives a brisker spirit to 
the concert. 
Surely a wife is an object worthy of (es petite 
svine as well as the greater duties, and it is by 
the mailer a-siduities, minute attraction-, and 
tr:fling offices, that a sincere passion discovers 
itself more than by the highes: acts of liberality 
and kindness; for love,unlike every other pas-ion, 
‘hows itself more in small things than in great 
Q.1.-8, ' 
Wh-never married people begin to show an 
indifference about these smaller cares. »e may 
venture to prognosticate that their attachment 
will not be of a long duration. 
1 am. Sir, 
Your very humble servant, 
A NEGLECTED WIFE, 
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Ladies, I «ity you with all my sou! | 


Your sw.in depose you, usurp your ways, 

Your rmghts, your paint, your station, and yours 
stays! 

Say not his gallantry is on the shelf. 


Lei Fashion still her revolutions make, 
And you'll assist him to his wine and cake— 
Ask the coy creature of his friends in marrisge, 
Courtesy respect, and han‘ him to his carriage. 
Canton. Ha !hathathat.. 
L. Gg! You brute, be quiet ! 
D’) « think the Genti- man can bear this riot? 
Laughing at wit besides, is vulgar Zrown. 
Canton. De Dandy never laugh, but at his own 
L. Ogl. Then tet him troop if here his smie. 
he grudges. - ; 


Of course,’tis lavished all upon himself; | 











To France, 4nd join that modern brood, the 
FUDGES: 
Canton. To change, a Paris on de Opera 
bench. 
His la ls anglois, into la la French. 
L Ogi. Send the whol drove of candies there, 
For me ‘ 4 
Canton, Ah! my Lor, stuck de grand menagerie.i: 
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EDU: ATION, 

Is acompanion vhich no misfortune can de- 
press, no clime destroy —no enemy alienate—no So 
despotism enslave, At home a friend—abroad anf tio) 
in reduction—in solitude a solace—in society an r 
ornament It chastens vice-it guides virtue—it 

ives at once, grace and government to genius. § MO 
Without it wha: is man? A splendid slave! A reef dec 
soning savage! vacillating between the dignity of dej 
an intelligence derived from God, and the degt» on 
dation of passions participated with brutes. . 
a 1¢ 
HOME AND LOVE. salt 
Ye gods, give « anarchs what ye please, bef 
Give me but home, and rural ease; . 
Give gold to every sordid soul, o’c! 
Hut keep me from its mean control; plet 
Give me a modest share of wealth, its 
Witii lovely Rosa, books and health; f 4 
i hese are my wishes—speak,ye great, ual 
If this be pride, or pomp, or state. . f no) 
TIMOTHY Twiust.8 ent 
EPIGRAMS., dis 
What better reason can you guess, %. 
\ hy men are poor and ladies thinner— fuse 
But thousands now for dinner dress, effe 
1.4. nothing’s left to dress for dinner. Wou 
Observations to our “ovrespondents: The Poe M 
t cal effusion on the death of MrsC***G, is everyg and 
way unfit: for publication. , der 
ag “4 mes inion a ——w s0 0 
op Published every Wednesday, by JAMES 
\eMINN, at No. 87, Walnut street, where sub-{ ON t 
ciptions and communications ere received. redt 
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